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apartment. Suddenly there came creeping into the
room, like a sneaking jackal, a servant from the
retinue of Duryodhan, who, with ill-concealed de-
light, told the beautiful queen that she was now the
property of his master, for that her lord the king had
gambled away his kingdom and wealth, as well as
the freedom of his mother, his brothers, and his
queen. Draupadi rose to her feet, while her eyes
flamed with anger. " Return to your master," she
said with all the scorn that she could command,
" and tell him that my lord was himself a bondsman
when he staked the liberty of himself and his queen.
A slave cannot wager wife or children, and Draupadi
is.still a queen." The servant slunk away, crushed
and humbled, to report his reception to his master,
who put him aside with angry scorn, and sent his
own brother to command the presence of Draupadi,
his slave. This prince was a man of violent temper,
and when the poor queen refused in scornful tones
to obey his rough command, he seized her by the
hair and dragged her into the council chamber, where
the wise counsellors of the kingdom were assembled
with the five tall sons of Pandu. She stood before
them all, and in piteous tones which smote the hearts
of the brothers she appealed for some champion to
arise and avenge the insults which had been paid
to her.

Her husband and his brothers were powerless to
help her, and the other princes, among whom was
Kama, the deadly foe of Arjun, only met her com-
plaints with mockery. Kama himself bluntly told her